If man be therefore man, because he can

Reason and laugh, thy book doth half make man.

One half being made, thy modesty was such,

That thou on th'other half wouldst never touch.

When wilt thou be at full, great Lunatic!

Not till thou exceed the world ? Canst thou be like

A prosperous nose-born wen, which sometimes grows

To be far greater than the other nose ?

Go, then; and to thee, when thou didst go,

Munster did towns, and Gesner authors, shew;

Mount now to GaUo-Belgicus; appear

As deep a statesman as a garretteer.

Homely and familiarly, when thou com'st back,

Talk of Will Conqueror and Prester Jack.

Go, bashful man! lest here thou blush to look

Upon the progress of thy glorious book.

To which both Indies sacrifices send;

The West sent gold, which thou didst freely spend,

Meaning to see*t no more upon the press;

The East sends hither her deliciousness;

And thy leaves must embrace what COOKS from hence,

The myrrh, the pepper, and the frankincense.

This magnifies thy leaves; but if tbey stoop

To neighbour wares, when mercbaats do uoboop
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